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THE OUTCAST 

BY ANNE GOODWIN WINSLOW 

I have no place to keep you any more; 

Your shrine is broken; on the sagging door 

And on the window, too, 

The dampness gathers and the ivy clings, 

And there the little bird that sways and sings 

Sings of his nest, not you. 

The music that was yours has trailed away, 

Gone with the incense and the dripping light 

That stained your forehead where you stood all white. 

I cannot put you in the noisy day; 

What would you make of all its jangling strings — 

You whom the silence cherished and the night 

Touched with slow moving wings? 

If I could build anew 

The broken beauty where you dwelt before, 

And watch the moonlight stealing in to pray, 

Just as it used to do, 

I know my dreams would come again and say 

The orisons they knew; 

But life that gives so much will scarce restore 

At all or gather back the dust she flings, 

Or make new homes again for homeless things; — 

I have no place to keep you any more. 
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